A    WINDOW    IN    THRUMS

wife sat with her hands in her lap. I saw
Hendry look at her once or twice, but he could
think of nothing to say. His terms of endear-
ment had died out thirty-nine years before
with his courtship. He had forgotten the words.
For his life he could not have crossed over to
Jess and put his arm round her. Yet he was
uneasy, His eyes wandered round the poorly
lit room.

"Will ye hae a drink o' watter ? "he
asked.

There was a sound of footsteps outside.

" That'll be him/' said Hendry in a whisper.

Jess started to her feet, and told Hendry to
help her ben the house.

The steps died away, but I fancied that Jess*
ixw highly strung, had gone into hiding, and I
wrot after her. I was mistaken. She had lit
the room lamp, turning the crack in the globe
to the wall. The sheepskin hearthrug, which
was generally carefully packed away beneath
tiie bed, had been spread out before the empty
fireplace, and Jess was on the arm-chair
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